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CREATIVE FORC

STIRRINGS DEEP HAUNT OUR SOULS,

BREAKING FREE TOWARD VAGUE GOALS,

MOVING BEINGS THROUGH WHISPER OR WAIL,

PIROUETTE, STROKE, SONG, OR HAIL,

GRACING STAGE, CANVAS, OR PAGE

WITH WISPS OF AIR OR RAVAGES OF RAGE.

IMAGES HUED, ROLES PLAYED,

TELLING OUR TALES, OUR SECRETS UNVEILED.

Carolee Bertuzzi
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For Emily,
In Gratitude

Randy Scarborough
#101

My mornings are full - I lunch, then write:
To let my child run out and play,

Parole my demon, clean its cage.

I call them home by supper, of course;

But, oh - the afternoons.

#102

Oh, I do love life!

(But nobody cares for love poems any more.)
So this little waif, unbidden child,

Will hide in my diary, safe, ‘til better times,
Then grow up.

#103

What! Not write tonight? (I am tired.)

No scratching pen on borrowed paper,
Scrawling out the words in which I live my life?
But I must - Tomorrow is not writ yet.

#104

I am two selves,

The one, blood, (my hands ache);
The other is dissolved

In a scribbled line of ink, find me.



Writer’s Block

and its not my ftault this time

Robin Armstrong

My computer doesnt want me to be a successful writer. It taunts me Wwith its
“technology.” It sits in judgment, teasing me with its white screen, flashing cursor, and
screen-saving programs. | want my beautifully simple typewriter back. I remember my
typewriter with great fondness. It never criticized, teased, or tormented me. It just sat,
patient and welcoming, like an electronic grandmother. Sure, sometimes we wouldn’t get
on that well, but that’s to be expected in any long-term relationship. My typewriter
understood my simple needs and fulfilled them with a willingness that certain machines (I

won't name names) refuse to accept.

Getting started used to be so easy; all one needed was a blank piece of paper and the
lovely typewriter turned on. Is it so difficult to be turned on? A simple flip of one switch
used to do the trick nicely, but noooooo. Now we have to have a power strip with seventeen
thousand plugs stuffed into it. We are challenged to risk certain electrocution by daring to
reach our trembling hands into the murky depths of technology and trip the toggle to the

<« » .5
on pOSlthIl.

OK, the power strip is on. You would think youd be able to start writing now,
wouldn’t you? With most humble machines, turning on the power source usually suffices,
now, doesn’t it> Well, not for our circuit snob. After braving the power strip, next you have
to figure out how to turn on the hard drive, the screen, and the printer. Now, if any of those
words cause flashes of warm fuzzies, then you might be reading the wrong paper. If,

however, you either
A. furrowed your brow in confusion at those wretched words, or

B. have suddenly remembered the series of foul names and epithets you have for
those particular devices,

then, by all means, read on, MacDuff.

The hard drive is the big box that controls the computer. If you're as completely
computer stupid as I am, you believe the screen, the part that looks like a TV, controls the
computer. Oh, no, my friend. The screen is nothing more than a display unit, something
to stare back at you, continually reminding you that you're a computer failure. The hard
drive is that deceptively simple-looking box with only one or two buttons on it. Do not be
taken in by its rectangular design and quiet humming, for it is the true demon of the
night: a modernized soul sucker trying to drag you down into the depths of computer
literacy hell, where all your friends have vanished into “The Net,” one by one.



Remembering my warning, you reach over
and push that oh-so-innocent-looking button,
turning on the hard-drive devil. Your next step is
to turn on the screen. If you look at the bottom
right hand corner of your monitor (that’s fancy
computer talk for the TV-looking screen), there
on the underside of the monitor should be a
switch. Don’t worry. This one is almost nice
compared to you-know-who over there. After the
screen flickers to life, your nightmare will begin.
You cannot simply start typing now. No, you
have to go to the right screen, then the correct
program, then you have to start a new project.
This list of “user friendly” steps goes on and on.

Finally, the nightmare of technology leads
you to the point where I am currently sitting: in
front of a blank computer screen, cursor blinking

expectantly, thinking back fondly to the good old
days of my IBM electric, and putting off starting
this paper for as long as possible. It’s all the
computer’s fault. If this was a simple typewriter,
this paper would be done. But I do remember
turning on that typewriter, putting in a crisp
piece of paper and staring at it for hours on end,
waiting for divine inspiration. Well, maybe the
computer isn’t so bad after all. At least here I can
sneak over to the games section and play solitaire
until something to write about comes to me. (My
typewriter didn’t have a solitaire program.) Come
to think of it, a quick game of solitaire might be

-just the thing right now, and I promise I'll play

one game and one game only.

Interview with Kathy Hopkins, AN ACADEMIC ADVISOR.
QUESTION: HOW DO YOU UNCOVER STUDENTS’ INTERESTS?

“I THINK IT IS EXTREMELY IMPORTANT TO BE A GOOD LISTENER. IF A STUDENT

INDICATES AN INTEREST IN ART .... | TRY TO EXPLORE WHAT THE STUDENT HOPES

TO DO WITH IT. | AM AN ADVOCATE OF, ‘IF YOU HAVE AN INTEREST IN SOMETHING,

TAKE A CLASS IN IT AND EXPLORE THAT INTEREST.” YOUR DREAM ... CAN BE ...

DIFFERENT THAN THE REALITY OF ... CAREERS. ALWAYS PURSUE YOUR INTERESTS.

IF YOU PURSUE SOMETHING YOU REALLY LOVE ... THEN [YOU] CAN MAKE A LIVING

FROM IT AS WELL.”



Andrie Owings

My name is a boy’s name. Andrie, like Andrew, which means manly.
Momma says they misspelled it on my birth certificate. It is supposed to be
Andrea. I will go through life as a boy. With all my brothers, maybe it’s best.

Everyone in my family calls me a different name.

My real dad calls me Angie. When I was born he stole me from the
hospital. He said he didn't have the money to pay the bill, so he just slipped me
out the back stairs. I think Momma forgot to tell him what she named me. It

makes me mad when he calls me Angie, but he’s not around much.

My brothers call me two different names: Andie just for everyday and
Coon for when they are mad at me. Jeff says I'm noisy like a raccoon and stick

my nose into everybody’s business. I fight with them when they call me Coon.

Aunt Cora calls me Pandy. I don’t know why she calls me that. I think
there are so many kids she can't remember all our names. She is sweet and nice
to me. [ don’t mind if she calls me Pandy.

Memo calls me Miss Aster. That's some movie star she knows. She says 1
act just like her. It’s her own special name just for me.

[ would like to have a new name. A girl’s name. One like Angelica or
Kimberly. Something that sounds soft as it rolls off your tongue. Bonnie,
Camille, or Gwen would be nice. Not Andie. Nobody has ever heard of a girl
named Andie.

Andrie, Andrea, Andie, Angie, Coon, and Pandy. I guess I am all those

names to all those people.




Trees by Jason Francis



Nancy L. Hedrich

The invitation lay in her pocket like a hot poker, burning a hole through
the calico in a direct line to her thumping heart. She had been asked to come
to the big house! She had been there once before with her mother when Mrs.
Biermiester had taken sick. Her ma had insisted on bringing some of her
special soup. It was the biggest house Crystal Lee had ever seen up till then,
painted white with green shutters and trim to match. They had the luxury of a
yard with trimmed grass surrounded by beds of planted flowers. Crystal Lee
had asked her Ma how come the porch was on top of the columns instead of
on the ground. “So they can sit outside and catch a cool breeze without the
mosquitos bothering them. Mosquitos can’t fly that high,” explained her Ma.
They had knocked, lifting the brass knob three times. Their soup had been
accepted by the black woman who opened the green door, and they had left.
Now she was to go there alone, by invitation! Her heart thumped faster as her
hand slid into her pocket, touching the heavy vellum. It was real, alright. She
wondered if anyone else had been invited.

It was Crystal Lee’s job to empty the pan of dishwater every morning and
every evening. It was one of her earliest memories; flower water she had called
it. Stamens covered with sticky yellow, wearing their best blue petticoats,
waited patiently in the morning breeze for their beau to buzz them. The
crystalline droplets settled on their blue perches, winking back at her like
precious tears.

“Do they wonder if they will bloom next year?” she thought, gazing at the
flowers but seeing something else. Someone else, with hanks of brown wavy
hair her fingers itched to brush back from a handsome forehead and soft hazel
eyes that smiled back at her. Would he be home during the “tea”

Certain that she needed to stop thinking about him but knowing she
couldn’t, she went back inside the house where she had lived her whole life.
Putting the dishpan back in the sink, she saw Ma had filled the jelly jar pan with
water up to the marker and placed it on the stove to heat. Ma’s eyes matched
the worn chambray blouse she wore, a softly wrinkled blue faded with river
washings. Those eyes saw all things and dispensed understanding like the
generous spoon she used to stir the blackberry jelly, switls of luscious fruit
bubbling their aroma through the small house. Crystal Lee’s nostrils breathed in
the delicate scent mixed with the fresh baked bread cooling on the sideboard.
She had just eaten, but her mouth was already beginning to water in anticipation

of the treat ahead.

Pa rose from the scarred table he had made with his father before he left
home with his bride. “Thankee for the best bowl of porridge I ever did have,”
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said Pa while nuzzling Ma’s neck. The telltale
pink started rising from below her ears to cover
her neck and face. He delighted in her reaction
and never missed a morning. Neither did
Crystal Lee. “Looks like it'll be a sunny day
today, so’s I'll take my pail with me. I want to
get as much work done as I can,” said Pa. With
a last affectionate hug and pat, he was gone
through the door, a two-legged creature
advancing on acres and acres of wheat ripening
in the sun.

“Ma, tell me again ‘bout how Pa brought you
the flower seeds,” pleaded Crystal Lee.
Smoothing the dishtowel across her hands, Ma
sank down onto the nearby stool and traced the
memory of that day. “One day your Pa came
back from town. He walked in all hot and
dusty with a kind of funny grin on his face, so I
known somethin’ was afoot. ‘Flo,” your Pa said,
not Florence like he usually calls me, ‘T saw
something today that I ached to buy’ Playing
along, I put my hands on my hip and said, ‘Eb,
what in tarnation did you go and do that for?
We don't need to be spending our money on
everything that catches your eye’s fancy” He
reached into his overall pocket and held his
hand out to me. ‘Here, it’s for you,” he grinned.
I took the white, folded envelope and looked
inside. I saw a bunch of little bitty seeds. Your
Pa said, ‘I saw a picture of cornflowers in the
seed catalog. Almost the prettiest blue I ever did
see. Almost as pretty as your blue eyes. I'm
sorry Flo, but I just had to have ‘em.” Well,
Crystal Lee, my eyes started watering up and
your pa gathered me in his arms and held me
for a real long, long time,” sighed Ma,
remembering. Crystal Lee smiled. She knew
the story by heart but never grew tired of asking
to hear it again.

“How do I look, Ma?” asked Crystal Lee as
she smoothed back her freshly washed hair, soft
from rainwater and chamomile, pinned up now
that she was “of age.”

“You'll do,” replied Florence, eyeing her
daughter. “You're fine enough for anyone -
remember that.”

Walking to the river, Crystal Lee used her
paddle to shove off from the bank, letting the
current easily pull the canoe and its passenger
downstream. She hadn’t felt like harnessing the
horse to the buggy; besides, it was a nice day to
float downstream. She had read about a gas-
powered buggy — now that would be something
to see! The pungent air vibrated with the buzz
of cicadas and dragonfly wings dancing their
iridescent lives away across the surface of the
water. Green reflections of thick live oaks
arching across the river drifted across Crystal’s
face, leaving it dappled with light and shadow.
The Brazos river was like mother’s milk to this
parched land, wet nourishment flowing from
generous channels of Texas clay and slate.

Moistening her lips, Crystal Lee clamped
them together to dispel her nervousness.
Underneath the deceptive calm lay a restless
spirit. Thinking back, she hadn’t seen him in
years until — the dance last Sunday night.

“Priscilla, who is that?” she had asked, her
breath catching on her teeth.

“Who do you mean?” teased Priscilla,
knowing precisely who she meant.

“You know, Pris, over there, leaning against
the dance post. Who is he?” asked Crystal Lee,
yanking hard on her best friend’s sleeve.

“That’s young Clay Biermeister; he just
graduated and is home now,” laughed Priscilla
in a knowledgable way, passing on information
she had overhead at the general store just
yesterday.

Clay caught the girls’ look and smiled back.
Crystal ducked her head, thinking, “He’s taller
than me, but not too tall. And he has a nice
smile, but not too wide. And his hair, wavy
brown heaps of it.” He had asked her to



dance, more than once! She had hummed the
songs all the way home, mindless of Ma and
Pa’s amused glances.

Crystal Lee’s hand trailed along the water.
“This river never worries where it’s going or
why,” she thought to herself. “It has direction
and purpose even while it crisscrosses the
countryside, flowing over and around obstacles.
Why, people might never have survived here if
not for the river. She had heard Ma tell the
story so many times she felt that she'd lived
through the great drought of '89 when it all
but killed everything living. Even the great
Brazos had felt it, running its lowest in a
century, according to Old Man in town. But it
never dried up, not the Brazos, unlike the wells
and stockponds that so many others depended
on. Times were hard that year. Crops failed,
not only for lack of water, but burned to a
crisp in the heat. The Texas sun had glared
upon them like a woman scorned.

Animals had suffered. They still talked
about the cows’ incessant noise that summer,
mooing day and night. Their plaintive cries
could be heard across the county. Mr. Tillman
had three cows that went stark crazy,
stampeding towards their old waterhole, only to
find it dried up. After running themselves into
a frenzy, they just dropped dead. People still
talked about it. A lot of livestock was lost that
year. Some were slaughtered, driving the prices
way down, so farmers lost money whether their
cows lived or died.

People suffered too. Ebenezer had run up to
the house - straight through the door to
Florence.

“There’s trouble ore the Tillman’s. I'm going
to hitch up the team, be ready to go,” he gasped.
Florence had quickly packed her carpet valise
with linen strips, herbs and ointment, and a jar of
fresh soup. Over the sound of the horses at a
dead run and the jouncing of the buggy, Ebenezer

explained, “Ted Cooper was working in his field
next to Tillman’s. He heard screaming and saw
Mrs. Tillman running out of the house, off across
the fields. Cooper went looking for Asa Tillman
and then fetched me for help. As soon as there’s
enough of us, we'll go lookin.”

Arriving in a whirl of dust, Ebenezer jumped
down, turning to help Florence climb out over
the buggy wheel. Seeing several men gathered,
he headed to the barn to join them. Concern
etched their faces. Florence gathered her skirts
and entered the unpainted wooden cabin.
Blinking quickly to adjust her eyes from the
white hot glare, she set her valise on the table
and unpacked.

Ebenezer and Asa teamed up, leaving
Cooper and two others to fan out across the
fields. The wind carried the name of Alice over
the earth, but no reply came back. They
followed the crumpled wheat path to the edge of
the forest. With a shared look, the men pressed
on, looking for broken twigs, pieces of torn
cotton, or overturned rocks. On and on they
searched, till Asa, stumbling through the thick
brush, almost fell head first into the river.
Grabbing handfuls of roots and limbs, he saved
himself. The corner of his eye caught a flash of
color in the distance.

Carefully picking his way, Asa waded over to
his wife. Alice was sitting smack in the middle
of the Brazos, letting its cool water flow around
her and over her hands and legs.

“Alice, I'm taking you home now.” Splashing
out of the river, the men made their way home
with an unprotesting Alice lying quietly in her
husband’s arms.

Placing her in Florence’s capable hands, the
men headed outside to scuff their toes in the
dust and feel helpless once again. Florence
spooned broth into Alice’s mouth and changed
the cool cloths on her head when they warmed.
Everyday that week and several after, Ebenezer
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and Asa hauled water from the river. Gallons
and gallons they brought back to keep the
animals watered and Alice cool. It was a hard
year for the Tillman’s.

Like everything else that year, the flowers
suffered too. Ebenezer returned from his daily
morning walk across acres of parched fields and
found Florence in bed. Alarmed, Eb sat on the
bed, the springs crunching under his weight.
“Flo, honey” he asked, “are you feeling poorly?”
Hearing only sobs, he gathered her into his
arms. “What’s troubling you? Tell me please,”
begged Ebenezer.

“Oh Eb, those, those flowers look like the
first cake I ever baked for you, burned to a
crisp,” stuttered a grieving Florence. “They’re
gone and dead and they were so pretty,” she
cried, clutching shriveled stems between her
fingers. “Why does everything have to die?
Why do we have to live in a place that kills
every living thing in sight? Why Eb, why?” she
hiccupped and sobbed.

Holding his wife close, Eb had waited for the
storm to end and the shaking to stop. Pulling
out his bandana hankie, Eb wiped her face.
Florence leaned into her husband’s arms, letting
his strength seep into her inner being. “Here,
Eb, let me have that hankie,” Florence
instructed and proceeded to blow her nose.
“Well, that’s as much water as I've seen all
month,” she laughed weakly.

“Flo, life’s like the Brazos. It comes and goes,
sometimes it’s full and sometimes not, but it
always remains the river,” Eb had whispered into
her ear. “We'll see it through together,” he said,
giving her a squeeze.

The flowers had shriveled up, looking like
pieces of brown leather strips someone had
carelessly thrown away. The spring of '91 was a
wet one and brought many surprises with it:
one was the cornflowers that sprang up by the
porch like always. Eb declared, “Cornflowers are

hereby a Texas native. Anything that can
survive a drought out here deserves to wear the
brand of Texas native, whether they be man,
beast, or plant.”

Laughing back at her husband, Florence
declared, “Well, I guess that makes us Texas
natives t0o.” Rubbing her back, she had
wondered if that was a good time to tell Eb
what else the spring rains had brought. Crystal
Lee arrived later that year with the golden
maples and was named after the clear water that
was so essential to their lives.

The canoe glided down the river, neither too
fast nor too slow. The Biermeister boat dock
was almost in sight. Instead of worrying about
the future, her mind was flooded with memories
from the past. The flowers, the river, Ma and Pa
crowded around: “Remember,” they seemed to
whisper.

“Does knowing where you've been help tell
you where you're going?” she wondered. Ma
and Pa knew as newlyweds where they were
going to start a family and homestead a piece of
land. The flowers knew to bloom every spring,
all the knowledge of life contained in their little
bitty seed from the year before. Even this river
knew where it had been and where it was going.

Crystal Lee dipped her oar into the water,
guiding the canoe over to the boat dock.
Slipping the knot over the end of the bois d’arc
post, she clambered out. Standing tall to stretch
her lithe frame, she stood still for a minute,
listening—to see if she could hear it. Yes, there
it was, there on the cool breeze stirring her skirts
and in the gurgle of the water. Life. It was
behind her and all around.

She patted her pocket and started walking up
the path that would take her to the big house.
She knew where she came from and with a clear
mind went forward to meet whatever lay ahead.
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Donna Mooney
photographed by Daniel Didawick



The Debate

William A. Graham

LISTEN, MY FRIEND, | WANT YA TO KNOW

WHY THAT GUN OF YOURS HAS GOTTA GO.

TOO MANY COWBOYS WHO WERE SLOW TO SHOOT
ARE LYING ON THAT HILL THAT WE CALL BOOT.

TOO MANY KIDS WERE JUST HAVIN' FUN

HEADS BLOWN OFF, ANOTHER ACCIDENT WITH A GUN.
TOO MANY SPOUSES HAVE BEEN FILLED WITH LEAD
THEY WERE JUST ANGRY, NOW THEY'RE JUST DEAD.

SO YA SEE, MY FRIEND, AND NOW YA KNOW
WHY THAT GUN OF YOURS HAS GOTTA GO.

IN REPLY, BILL JOE BOB IS A FRIEND OF MINE;

NOW HE’S IN THE HOSPITAL, ANOTHER VICTIM OF CRIME.

JUST TODAY BILLY WAS WALKIN’ THE CITY STREETS,

‘LONG COMES A CITY PUNK, HIS COLD STEEL POOR BILLY MEETS.

IF ONLY BILL JOE BOB HAD BEEN ARMED FOR PROTECTION
THERE'D BE ONE LESS CRIMINAL IN NEED OF DETECTION.
WE CAN'T LET THE CRIMINALS BE THE ONLY ONES

TO BE LEFT HOLDIN’ THEIR SMOKIN" SIX-GUNS.

SO YA SEE, MY FRIEND, AND NOW YA KNOW
WHY THAT GUN OF MINE CAN NEVER GO.
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James C. The wind bucked through the trees,

casting small branches to the ground.

: e Ve r Mexican oaks and buckeye trees bent before

the wild wind. A scruffily dressed farmer

Dorrell leaned into it and navigated his way from his
barn to his house. Pushing the door open
é with a firm grip on the knob, so as not to
' e lose the door, he entered the kitchen. His
brother sat at the small table, sharpening his
knife against an oil stone. Yellowed newsprint kept the
oil off the pecan table. Bill looked up at his older brother for a moment,
“Bob, finish sharpening these kitchen knives for me. You know I'm afraid of
ts like Mama said, ever since I was a little boy and swallowed a magnet in the
epartment at the hardware store...”

t up, Bill, you're just using that for an excuse to do nothing around this farm.”

stood against the door for a moment as if he hadn’t quite finished some plan,

he said to his brother, “He’s getting mean, Bill. I guess we're gonna have to kill

wouldn’t be getting mean if you'd have listened to me, Bob. Besides, what about
y we've been collecting? You know nobody is gonna want to come around and
dead pig, even if it is a giant.”

1, maybe we can stuff it and sell it to the fair grounds or the city museum.”

nno, I think we'd have to give it to them. They ain’t gonna want to buy nothing
ager, even though he’s worth over $100. Besides, it'll cost a fortune for us to

uffed.”

1, maybe we can kill it and just leave it out in the field and let the ants pick its
an. Then at the end of summer, after the sun has bleached the bones, we can

m up and stick ‘em back together.”



“That might not be such a bad idea, Bob.”

The two brothers stopped talking for a
moment. Bill wiped the oil off the sharpened
knives. He wrapped the oil stone up in the
yellowed newsprint. His brother fidgeted with
his overall buttons, then said, “I tell you, Bill,
we've got to do something with him. He’s tearing
up stuff. We can’t keep him tied up on the back
side of the barn. You know its making him
mighty mad being hitched like that.”

“I know it is, Bob, but what else can we do
with him? You know if we let him go off the
rope, he’ll end up in some other county again.”

Bob looked out the window at the sumac
bushes shaking in front of the fence. “Do you
really think the wind is blowing that hard?”

“Heck, Bob, the last time he got away it
wasn't blowing half this hard, and you know it.”

“Well, he wasn’t as big then as he is now.
Damn it, Bill, youre just making me mad. We
wouldn’t have had all the trouble we've had with
that pig lately if you'd of done like I said and left
it tied up in the first place.”

“I was just gonna take it back to its pen.”

“No you wasn't, you wanted to play with it.
You should have been helping me bale hay.”

“You know I'm afraid to get around that
hay baler, ever since I was a little kid, like Mama
said, when I fell asleep in the field during
harvest time.”

“Bill, it’s just another one of your excuses to
do nothing around here. I don’t believe a word
Mama ever said. Now we gonna have to do
something about that pig. Ever since it blew
into Mrs. Vetch’s barnyard, it’s had a strange
look in its eye.”

“Maybe it hit its head.”

“No, Bill, it’s got the look of a wild animal
that just figured out that it’s in a cage. You

know no pig should ever figure out that they’re
in a pen, waiting for a barbeque.”

“Bob, you're just gonna have to kill it
before it gets any bigger.”

“Whoa, what do ya mean, I'm gonna have
to kill it. ’'m already doing everything else
around here. Where were you when [ had to
put up the electric fence around his pen after he
got seven feet tall?”

“You know where [ was. [ was in bed with
the fever I got when you hit me in the head with
that shovel.”

“Hey, that was two weeks after I hit you
that you come down with that mystery fever.”

“Well geeze, Bob, it was an electric fence
and electricity in it, and you know how afraid |
get around electricity.”

“Ever since you were a little boy, Bill, and I
still don’t know why. Never seen a grown man
afraid to plug something in or going around
using a wooden spoon to turn the light switch
on or off.”

“It ain’t my fault, you know. You
remember what Mama said about me getting
caught up in that kite string as a little baby
during a thunder storm.”

“I don’t believe it. Never believed a word
Mama said. Not after she said we come from
the briar patch. Then when I went out there
looking for a replacement for you, I got all cut
up in the thorns, and she ended up using a
whole bottle of iodine on me. Never did find a
replacement for you.”

“Gee, Bob, you sure don’t know how to
treat your little brother. You're getting as mean
as that ol pig is.”

“Maybe I feel about as tied down as that
pig is. Maybe I want to fly away, just like it
wants to.” Bob glared at his brother as he
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picked up the knives and newsprint on the table.
Bill edged towards the door as he eyed the
knives in his brother’s fist. Bob put them in
their drawer then looked his brother in the eye.

“Maybe I ought to just go let it loose and
let the wind carry it where it may. I'm tired of
dealing with all the problems around this place,
and I'm tired of dealing with you. I'm gonna let
that pig go.”

With a clenched hand on the top of his hat,
Bob turned on the worn heels of his boots and
stomped past his brother through the kitchen
door and off towards the barn. Bill dogged
behind him, yapping at his heels about why they
ought to kill the pig, then sell the bones to the
museum. Bob tried to ignore him. As he
rounded the corner of the barn, Bob abruptly
stopped. Even though he had seen this pig
every day of its life, the size of it still amazed
him. It seemed to be growing faster and faster.

Although it couldn’t move around much
because of the ropes that secured its bathtub-sized
hooves to two tractors and a truck, the pig had
pulled the ropes tight and was busily scratching
its back on the corner of the barn roof. A dozen
dislodged shingles were scattered beneath it.

“Now dang it, there’s something else that’s
onna need some fixin’, and | ain’t gonna do it
g
this time.”

“Bob, don't let the pig go.”

“It’s too late, Bill, 'm letting it go, and
you're fixing the roof.”

“But, Bob, you know I'm afraid of heights.
Ever since I was a little kid. You remember what
Mama said. I had followed her out into the
cotton field when she was choppin’ cotton. She set
me in the basket of cotton, and a vulture thought
I was a baby lamb and swooped down and...”
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“Bill, I don’t believe it. Now get out of my
way.” Bob pushed his brother aside and slowly
approached the giant pig.

“Meleager, it's me, Bob!” he yelled to the
pig. It stopped scraping against the barn and
eyed him with angry red eyes. Milk white
spittle frothed like a barber’s shaving cup
between its yellow teeth. Its neck was like iron,
its bristles like spears. It snorted and dug the
ground with its black hoof.

“I ain’t gonna hurt you,” Bob said a little
nervously. “Now you hold still while I loosen
these ropes.”
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